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Ferry Ride to Bremerton 


Iced Seattle coffee through a straw, 
her sundress and sisal bag, 

his peaked cap, 

they’ve come out for the full air 
where the ferry wedges 

through the water to the west. 


Promiscuous tease, the wind 
won’t be dissuaded by her hands, 
billows her blue skirt 

as she sits into it, 

a rayon parachute she wears 

that won’t settle with her to earth, 


grabs the edge of her hem just then 
to lay it across her lap, 

right above the first small mole 

he kisses in their nights, 

still point in a mystic constellation, 
where, beside her, 

as they ride the gray waves, 

his eyes fall to heaven. 


Florence Sage 


Taffeta 


have you ever heard that swishy electric sound 
a full skirt made of taffeta 
makes 
as it brushes against the black wool pants 
of a tuxedo? 


have you ever noticed how a woman walks 
when she is 

wearing a cocktail dress, 

with a fitted bodice, 

the shadow of her cleavage just barely 
visible above the modest scooped neckline? 


her hips gently swaying 
starched ruffled slips 
hidden under 

her full taffeta skirt. 


her steps strong and sure. 
she balances 

on stiletto heels 

clicking an enticing rhythm 
even after the music stops. 


why do soft 

slender hands with 

manicured nails 

shiny as crisp red apples 

always 

twist 

touch 

and toy 

with a single string of cultured pearls 
around her swan-like neck? 


have you ever heard the incredible music 


a woman makes 
wearing a full taffeta skirt? 


Christy Phillips-Matlock 


Collecting Boletes 


Five-thirty A.M., 

One hour before work. 
Hard rain drums 
Cedar shake roof. 


I soak in an old 

Claw-foot bathtub, reading Fires 

The room steamy and fragrant, 

But Raymond Carver can’t hold my attention. 


Still stuck on that basket of Porcini 
That we gathered last night at dusk, 
Stems thicker than a man’s wrist 
And tall from fighting their way 
Up through faded 

Autumn grasses. 


The tops were wet and tan and 
Smelled of must and duff, 
Flesh as supple as a woman’s thigh. 


Life threads: 
Work hard, 
Forage joyfully, 
Stay ahead of the rain. 


When forced inside, 
Love passionately. 


David Campiche 


Mother Tree 


The old tree has fallen 
the gritty soil around her roots eroded away 
by the river’s patient fingers. 
Where she lies 
the moss covering her damp trunk— 
once held so high and proud, 
once giant of the forest. 
She lies sunk into the earth. 
Dewdrops and cobwebs shroud her body, 
a silent gown 
as if in memoriam 
of her finer days. 
Of the birds nesting in her 
upheld branches 
of the sunny summer hours 
and tree houses built on her limbs. 


Now, so calm and peaceful— 
the great tree lies in her everlasting rest. 
Insects begin to house in her 
rotted wood, 
burrowing deep into her 
waterlogged surface. 
Birds gather to feed... 
new trees take root in her. 


All good things come to an end... 
the forest just doesn’t let go. 


Margit Bowler 


The Hot Tub 


Come over, he said. Take a hot tub. You sound 
like you could use it. 

She waited. I promise, no funny stuff, he added. 

When she stepped out of her car outside the 
house the full moon caught her eye. A mild breeze ca- 
ressed the hemlocks towering above her head and its 
spent needles crunched underneath her shoes. 

A search of her room finally turned up a battered 
swimsuit. She felt foolish. She had never worn any- 
thing before when soaking with him. A sigh slipped out. 

He smiled kindly when he answered the door. 
She slipped into the hot water with a gasp and gratefully 
took the beer he handed her. 

They bobbed around the cavernous hot tub like 
corks in a whirlpool. She sank up to her chin and rel- 
ished the heat. 

A quiet overtook them as they reflected on other 
hot tubs, other times. The backyard Jacuzzi of their dat- 
ing days, full of passion and intimacy. The honeymoon 
hot tub in their wedding night hotel room that turned out 
to be a tiny tub with a few jets. The garden Jacuzzi of 
their last vacation, the trip that was hoped to save their 
marriage. 

Those tree branches look beautiful when they’re 
naked, don’t they, she said. He agreed. He always 
agreed. See the stars right there? she pointed. It’s a 
weenie roasting stick. He laughed and agreed again. 

They spoke of the children and friends. He gave 
her advice about a man that she cared for. She listened 
carefully, weighing his words. Why were they never 
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enough before? 

I spoke to the children about us, he told her. I 
think I was honest and fair. She listened carefully while 
he repeated the tale he had spun, one in which she was 
the Good Fairy and he was the Troll. 

Tears came to her eyes. The fable was too gener- 
ous. Perhaps she should have been the Greedy Queen, 
always wanting more. After all, he was the Noble 
Knight transformed from a selfish, cruel aristocrat by a 
magic spellbind, she was the Haughty Princess who re- 
buffed his boundless love. 

Oh, I see a scarab in the mist, she exclaimed. 
Look right by the brightest star. I think it’s gone now. 

Yes, it is, he said, looking not at the sky, but at 
her. 


Leslie Pugmire 


Winter Solstice 


On this one night, 

This one night 

We see the binary world 
Of opposites, a yin 

And yang of dark and light, 
One meaningless without 
The other, in balance. 
And we are promised 

A rebirth of spirit, 

AS we recover our senses 
And escape the labyrinth 
Of darkness in an infinite 
Cycle of life. 


Brian F. Harrison 
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Nor Autumn Falter 


In the waning year 

when easy rains 

warm the skin, 

and morning fog 

that marks the first of 
autumn’s breath 

bridges earth and air, 

there is a point of timeless equilibrium; 
a moment which 

can be held 

forever in one’s hand, 

blood and bone and memory 
binding us to winter, 

yet keeping summer 

always within our means. 


Elliott Swanson 


Cycles 





An Old Man’s Tears 


He was speaking 

of bygone days, his voice 

creaking like the rocking chair 

in which he sat. 

The old man stopped 

speaking long enough 

to take a drag from his filterless 
Lucky Strike; smoke curling 
around his head in a blue-gray halo. 
Impatiently, he ground the butt 

into an already overflowing ashtray. 
He scanned the distance, searching for God 
only knows what, his gnarled fingers 
drumming on the worn arms 

of his rocker. Finally 

Dad’s rusty red Land Rover rattled 
recklessly into the driveway. 

I turned away 

from the pain in the old man’s face. 
Grandpa hiccupped 

Then stood unsteadily 

and shuffled to the edge 

of the porch in his ragged slippers. 
“Time to go, Pop,” 

my dad said quietly. 

I looked up at Grandpa 

as tears slowly rolled 

down his bristled, ashen cheeks. 


Michelle McGraw 
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There Comes A Time 


There comes a time 

when bones we’ve always trusted 
to defy this binding gravity 
lose their power to keep 

us standing. 

The earth calls softly. 

Even though our senses 
may be diminished, 

or muddled by suffering, 
we hear this call 

in our hearts and minds 
quite clearly. 


Then, as pages from a ruined 
book beside an open window, 
captured by the wind 

our brittling chapters come 
loose and seek an exit, 

and we are as falling leaves 
drifting slowly down, 
because there is no other 
direction we may go. 

The wind will 

soon lose interest in us, 
continuing on alone, 

headed for China 

or Disneyland, and its 

own extinction—as gentle 
as an exhaled breath, or as 
violent as a hurricane, 


to disperse and reassemble 

in ways beyond our subtracted 
presence to experience; 
reaching at last a realm defined 
by conjecture or belief, 

by subtle magic 

heralded by barking dogs 

and braying priests, 

there comes a time 

for all things 

strange or common 

to surcease. 


And still the circumvolving 
particles journey on 

in a continuum within 

a continuum, down to 

the infinitely small that 

forms the infinitely large, 
patterns within a music we are 
briefly honored to perceive. 


There comes a time, 
though we may know it not, 
there comes a time. 


Elliott Swanson 
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Marce’s World 
My brain waves wrong. 


I don’t read. Words have no sound. 
Numbers never add they multiply. 
Blues and reds don’t stay in the lines. 
I don’t talk good either. 


But I breathe foaming surf, burrow into sand, 
watch clams spitting grit while tunneling away. 
I hold a quivering rabbit, cuddling creation. 
Rocking it in my world. 


I look at a picture kaleidoscoped, 

mirrored hues bring a palette, paint my vision. 
A concert sings, strings notes. 

There’s muted promise in poetry 

cadence beats as it flows into me. 


There’s no cure there was no beginning. 
Extra senses tangle, toss, tease, torment. 
Sometimes, though, when I’m sleeping with open eyes 


I smile. I know my world. 


I only need to wave. 


Lois Malby Olmstead 


June 


The sound slides through bowed lips 
riding out on spring breezes. 
Embracing me 

holding me tight. 


Like the month 
I experience gentle winds 
music floating on waves breaking 


storms that stamp out light 
gray clouds darken my life 
raindropped tears fall 
heavy on my heart 


followed by days of laughter and 
radiant empyrean with wisps of white. 


June, my given name 

gift from my mother 

embedded in my psyche 

wrapped with my senses 
who I am. 


June Stromberg 


The Old Woman in Room 218 


Her cratered face a landscape of wrinkles, 
wisps of hair veiling a certain 

cranial sturdiness, the woman 

in room 218 waits unaware, tethered both 

to bed and wall. Red numerals register the tilt 
away from life, her iron arteries unresponsive 
to a science longing for alchemy. 


Input and outflow are monitored, 

from pureed food to diapers, as though 

by an attentive mother in an earlier life. 

Not yet even to the crawling stage, 

unable to feed herself, she reclines in her 

stainless crib, barred in case she learns to roll over. 


A brain once formidable is now opaque 

in unfillable emptiness. Her life memories 
are who she is, or was, and they are vanished. 
Senile dementia means nothing to her. 

What she adds up to 1s a story outworn 
through retelling: she has become glutted 
with her own life. 


Visitors note the bruises flowering beneath her brow 
and along her arms, nod at the fish scale eyes, 

listen to her memorized breathing, 

Write numbers on a pad. They don’t notice 

through a gap in her gown how her back 

has a girl’s skin, pink and taut, firm and fragrant, 

a secret she hides from the doctors as they move 

on to the old man in the next room. 


Brian F. Harrison 
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Crow Baby: Corvidae Childrearing 


And so... 

first crow—courtship, coupling—mate and mother— 
then the egg, 

the egg, blue-green, speckled brown, the egg in the nest, 

the nest, a tangle of twigs, high in the tree, rough and 
raucous like crows, 

and in the bow] of the nest, 

a lining made from the soft leavings of the world: 

moss bits, bark shreds, lost hair, shed feathers. 


She keeps it warm, moist under her breast until 
out of the egg, the hatchling comes: 

an ugly red and wrinkled thing, 

so far from mother’s sleek proficiency, 

a begging belly, its voracious maw calling: 

Ma Ma Ma. 


She feeds. It grows, 

a gray down furs its nakedness, 

its eyes open—baby blue— 

and the incessant hunger feeds 

its constant cry for more, more, 
more and keeps her foraging 

for worms, scraps of road kill, grubs. 


She feeds. It grows, 

the flight feathers, the awkward fledgling. 
She leads it from the nest. 

She calls out, “Stay here. Fly there,” 

and it obeys. 
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She shows the way to food: 

the soggy french fry plucked from a garbage sack, 
the nestling murdered while its mother went for food, 
the cherries stolen before they’re human-ripe. 

She shows the way, but does not deliver, 

ignores the cries until it learns to feed itself. 


The down falls away. 

Its wings gain the easy grace of flight. 
From now it seems all softness flies: 

its blue eyes darken, fierce, black, 

its beak hardens to basalt. 

And yet, wherever it will perch or fly, 

It will keep and speak that beginning cry: 
Ma Ma Ma. 


Jim Dott 
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Hot Fudge and Happiness 


My father sits in Room 412 of the care center in 
his favorite Lazy-Boy rocker where he spends 95% of 
his time. He sleeps in his chair, he eats in his chair, he 
watches The Price is Right in his chair, and he sits here 
waiting, for baths, for meals, for sleep, for visitors, for 
time to pass, for death. He has bed 2 in room 412, next 
to the window where he can watch the snow flurries drift 
and the birds fly to a place he cannot go. Most of the 
time he does not look out the window, choosing instead 
to look down, down to his feet, the floor, his folded 
hands in his lap. 

I hang a stain glass ornament in his window to 
bring color to his world; I bring him fruit and cookies 
and ginger ale; I bring photographs to remind him of the 
life he has, had; I take him for strolls in his wheelchair, 
up and down the halls where we comment on the lovely 
paintings on the walls; I take him to activities—Bingo, 
word games, popcorn, and St. Patrick’s Day parties; I cut 
his grapefruit and bring him ice water; I even bundle him 
up and take him out to the Botanical Gardens, an outing, 
as if somehow we can pretend that our lives haven’t 
been turned upside down. 

On the last day of my visit, he tells me to take the 
two five-dollar bills he has hidden in his church enve- 
lope book. “I don’t need it,” I say. “Take it,” he insists. 
“Why?” I ask. “You know why,” he says. “Why?” I re- 
peat. His eyes fill with tears and he stumbles over his 
words. “Because I might not be here when you ...” the 
words drift away. And then I know. So I hug him and 
say, “Ok, Ok, I understand; I'll take it.””’ He continues, 
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“Tm stuck in here and I can’t get away, and I want to do 
something for you; at least you can buy a few jars of 
Sanders Hot Fudge with that.” 

Sanders Hot Fudge sauce is a family tradition. It 
is the sauce my father has given me for Christmas for the 
last twenty years and my mother the ten years before 
that. It carnes with it all the sweet memones of my 
childhood, shopping trips with my parents ending with a 
Hot Fudge Sundae at Sanders; the pure vanilla ice cream 
drenched in oozing hot fudge a memory of our family 
time together. 

“All right, Daddy, Pll take it. It] be all right,” I 
murmur as I hug him, trying to find the words to make it 
all right. But we’re both aware of the uncertainty of 
life’s journey, and that this may indeed be our last few 
moments together. After one last hug and “I love you,” I 
turn and walk out the door of Room 412. “Bye, 
sweetie,” he calls out to me. “Bye Daddy,” I whisper. I 
go to three stores before I find Sanders Hot Fudge sauce. 
I wrap it carefully and take it home, to eat in honor of 
my father. 


Gail B. Balden 


Chrysanthemums 


You know she’s with God. 
You know it 

as surely 

as you know 

she used to put 
chrysanthemums in a vase 
on the table 

by the kitchen window 
overlooking the garden. 


And you drank 

your summer mornings 

from a cup 

while the odor of the flowers 
played tag with your nose, 
touching 

then pulling back. 


The top of the table 
still bears a stain 
but the odors of chrysanthemums 
no longer dance in the air 
—you broke the vase 
that first morning 
when you knew 
she’d never be back, 
and your cup sits alone on the shelf 
with a crack running down its side 
like a tear 
running down a cheek. 
Bruce M. Dustin 
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The Bargain 


Once long ago 

sitting on the beach 
Crying—or was it rain? 
Watching the waves 

tear at the sand 

the way love tore my soul. 
Security, not love 

that will be my goal 
security for mine 

forget love for my soul. 
Now the cycle is complete 
I have security for mine 
but I am empty, incomplete 
there is no love for me. 
Now today, tomorrow 
sitting on the beach 
Crying—or is it rain? 


Anne Taylor-Rohner 
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Svenson Island 





Robert Brown 
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Drowning 


The sun climbs slowly through my hair, 
drips over my skull, 

squeezes between my eyelids, 

and crawls over my body 

to stain the cool sand 


that nests between my outstretched toes. 


The wind argues, 

coaxing the heat from my face, 
and holding back the flames, 

so I can drown myself in salty air. 


Ember Hood 
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Scar Tissue 


“Hey, Jed, you want to see the scar that was left 
When they cut me open to yank you out of 
My uterus?!” 
This morning, as I sat in the draining tub 
I thought of calling to my son these words. 
And then I thought better of it. 
Not appropriate. He’d be embarrassed. 
He’d think I was weird or maybe flipped-out. 
And then I thought better of that. 
He’s fifteen now. Why not talk with him of 
Birth, life and death, as though they are real? 
How crazy that I can’t share a thing like that 
With my son, the one I carried inside me. 
The one who came late, 

because he didn’t want to leave 
The warm safety of my womb. 
How I remember the force the doctors had to use 
(It took two grown men) 
To extract him, a part of me. 
How scary it was 
The emergency C-section. 
How tender his father’s eyes were, 
And how expertly they masked his fear. 
How happy I was when they gave my baby 
back to me 
And I said, 
Se heeleak: 


Laurie Anderson 


Magic 


When I was young 
I learned a magic trick 
How to become invisible. 


I practiced and practiced 
Until I became so good 
Even my family couldn’t see me. 


I was proud for a long while 
Until I looked upon myself 
And could see nothing. 


After so many years of 
Invisibility 

I long to become 
Visible. 


Benjamin SteffL Thompson 
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I Want to Leave 
I want to leave 


The shucked-self me 
by the side of the road to be carted off 

by possums and raccoons not knowing 
what to make of it, no sustenance there, 
all dried and papery, like corn husks 
once the kernelled ear is gone—the 

laughing teeth smiling from above, 
free to fly—like geese, 
to clack and hoot in the wind—while 

wide open—the real Aye of the seeing me, 
sprouts wings. 


Anne Splane Phillips 
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From Midnight... 


Obsidian’s thin sharp-edged 
fractures pierce through 
volcanic layers of glass, 
dark...mysterious. 


Beyond, watch the sky 
of sapphire blue deepen, 
and run down touching 
the ocean’s horizon. 


Sun rises in 

warmth of day 

glowing ruby red. 
Emerald ocean 

with tide sliding in... 
then back to its beginning 


leaves a fringe of white foam. 


Evening sunset’s 
radiant color brings... 


inspiration. 


Mary Lou Newell 
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Shakespeare and Company 


A Left-Bank Paris haunt 
That's truly haunted 
By the souls of literary genius 
And literary aspiration. 


We caught them in the morning light. 

They breathed us in over uneven cobblestone, 
Past shopkeepers speaking English. 

You went your way 

I went mine, 

As 1s our way, in bookstores. 


The smell of dust and must and much- 
Handled books and late nights— 
“Open until midnight.” 

Artfully crafted floors 

Supported our curious steps 

Through narrow corridors 

Past wall to wall, floor to ceiling 
Books, books, books, 

Interrupted occasionally by a cot 

For late-night readers and revelers. 


Tucked under my arm 

My secret lover, 

A favorite author, 

No secret from you. 
Purchased, then branded with 
A souvenir stamp. 
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“Come back for Sunday Tea and a reading.” 
You longed to share your poetry 

With the spirits who dwelt there. 

And to breathe another life 

Into the musty air 

At “Kilometer Zero Paris.” 


Laurie Anderson 
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An Adamant Artisan 


An adamant artisan, 
challenging 
nature’s will 


can you look in the 
face of instinct 

and remain intact 
like a mast among 
the storms 


or will you falter 
as a sand castle before 
the waves? 


Domingo Gomez 
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The Death of Gaudi 
“to become less and transmit more...” 
John Updike 


He was struck on a Barcelona street corner 
by a trolley, on an early summer 

evening, while on his daily 

pilgrimage, walking to the cathedral 

for mass. The huddle of his thin, 
crumbled body, humble 

clothes, and worn shoes was taken 

for an indigent, someone 

no taxi would transport. So he lay, 
unconscious, carried finally by some passers-by 
to a nearby clinic, then transferred 

later to a pauper’s bed in the city’s 
old-quarter hospital. He died 

three days later, never fully regained 


consciousness. Withered 
face, narrow bones, years of renunciation 
and ascetics—he had shrunk 
himself to nothingness, to be the pinnacles, 
listing curves and mad swerves of his structures, flares 
and flanges of facades, passion of wild Catalan 
masonry and tile. Spires of stucco and careful rubble, 
odd openings, vaults of rough stone ribs, oblique 
cant of earthen walls, parabolic arches: 
all designed as props 
within his magic act, the artist’s final 
disappearing trick that carries him 
beyond the firm arms 
of our narrow reach. 
Susan Firghil Park 
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Mary’s New Moon 
Mary Rhodes (1/2/1923 — 9/24/2000) 


This evening she is a crescent... 
the barest sliver of light. 
Tomorrow’s waning will leave 
even less. But the 
diminishing of the light reveals 
what lay hidden before 
in its fullness. Something defined 
by the deeper darkness 
that surrounds it. When the last 
light slips from her face 
and the new phase is begun, 
we can see clearly if we 
choose to...that she is not gone. 
She lies in shadow and 
in stillness, but is no less real. 
For now, we walk in 
darkness, with only the light of 
the stars and each other 
to comfort our souls. But in due 
course it will be time for 
us to live in the waxing light again... 
and so our darkness will be 
illuminated. 


James Ricketts 


34 


Grandpa 


I remember his coke-bottle glasses and the dark smell of 
liquor. 

When we came to town to see him, he was never home, 

So we had to go to dark taverns and bring him out. 

His voice was beyond gruff—sober or not, 

And children were not to speak unless spoken to—in any 
language. 

I think I heard more German than English from him. 

And I was taught German phrases to say to him in the 
days before a visit. 

“Ich liebe dich, grossvatter.” 

He worked hard all his life: 

Picking hops, picking fruit, who knows what else. 

And he loved his flower garden—what was with all the 
flowers? 


I did not understand him one little bit— 
What drove him to drink, or to work, or to anything. 
I remember climbing up a clay bank and pulling some 
eggs out of a swallow’s nest. 
I ran with them in my hands and showed them to him. 
I was so proud of myself. 
“So what are you going to do now?” he said. “Sit on 
them? Those would have been 
birds, and now what will they be? Nothing, that’s what.” 
Before that day, I thought that he had little use for any- 
thing or anyone. 
The man liked swallows. 
Go figure. 

Greg Kabanuk 
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Little Girl 





Touching God 


I was five years old when I first saw the red, 
white, and blue banner colors dripping down the side of 
the Kennedy Space Center building at National Aeronau- 
tics and Space Administration. It was then I felt the im- 
pact that space exploration would have on the education 
of the millennium generation. 

As a Floridian, born on the Space Coast, I took 
pride in NASA even at an early age. My brother and I 
each had our own plastic space shuttles that we ignited 
with firecrackers and bottle rockets. We would strap 
Luke Skywalker into the cockpit and launch him with a 
husky, “The Force be with you—always.” We led dif- 
ferent lives from the children of the nation. Texan, Cali- 
fornian, and Floridian children had a unique understand- 
ing, and full-blown curiosity about those few square 
militarized miles in our states. It was something all our 
own and no one could pry it from us. 

Early in the morning we would rush out of our beds 
in our pj’s to go stand sock-footed on the dewy grass of 
the back yard. We would stand there doe-eyed with 
sleep and stare up at the blank blue bowl above with ea- 
ger anticipation to be the first one to spot the ascending 
fireball and “popcorn” string of smoke that followed. It 
would creep like a day-glow worm inching its way to the 
petals of cloud and into the unknown center of creation. 
We would brace our toes flat into the earth and close our 
eyes. “Did you feel it?” my brother would ask. I would 
shush him and listen for the heavy radiating vibration 
and sonic boom that followed the launch. The first of us 
to feel the vibration always “won.” We would then 
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strain to see the two boosters that banana peeled from 
the shuttle’s sides and began their slow descent into the 
Atlantic. 

Launch days at school were always full of excite- 
ment. We children were a hoard of bees buzzing with 
distraction. We would listen to the few minutes before 
launch on the radio broadcast over the P.A. speaker. 
“Five minutes to launch and counting—.” The principal 
would interrupt impatiently and tell us to quickly line up 
at the door to be herded onto the P.E. fields. We did this 
faster and with more urgency than for any fire alarm. 
Our serpentine rows bent through the knee-high grass, 
and we would all be looking up with hand visors at the 
nothing. Once the rocket was spotted, hoots and ap- 
plause were in order, and we were rushed back into the 
grayness of our classrooms, sun-blinded. 

On January 28, 1986, a teacher was invited to 
what President Ronald Reagan would later call “the 
surly bonds of heaven to touch the face of God.” Christa 
McAuliffe, a smiling American mom and schoolteacher, 
would be the first private citizen in space. The schools 
saluted her continually in the weeks before the launch. 
She was to give two simulcast lessons to students around 
the world, then lecture for nine months in U.S. class- 
rooms. We had seen her in the news encouraging kids to 
reach out, dream, do, and live to the fullest, whatever the 
cost. It certainly was the greatest cost for this woman 
and six other astronauts who died that day in the Chal- 
lenger explosion. 
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Space shuttle flights resumed in 1988 with the 
Discovery launch. Teachers showed their resilience by 
wearing their McAuliffe, “Teacher in Space” T-shirts 
and encouraged children to pray for this crew and for the 
crew that died in 1986. We stood witnesses to man’s 
rise in technology, on that hot asphalt track ring, looking 
up like sun worshippers. Kids had their fingers crossed; 
teachers had their heads bowed. After the success of 
Discovery, rockets and shuttles became routine. So 
many were reaching out, dreaming, and doing that sci- 
ence and history texts were continuously being revised, 
trying to keep up with NASA news. By the time I 
graduated from high school, deep space probes had been 
sent to Venus, Jupiter, and Mars and an orbiting interna- 
tional U.S. and Soviet manned space station was reality. 
The education of the vacant millennium ahead of us lay 
unmade, with great hopes and wonders to be created and 
fulfilled. 

Now, every time I hear of a launch on the news, I 
think about those children in the Space Coast Brevard 
County schools, standing in the fields with pin-sized pu- 
pils and mouths gaping. I think of the teachers who still 
remember Christa McAuliffe and pray. I pray too, one 
simple prayer, “The Force be with you—always.” 


Wendy Blackburn 
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Krystal Clear Progress in the Muddy Waters of 
Ferndale 


A tribute to Krystal Bennett of Ferndale, Washington, who wore a 
tuxedo as she was voted prom king of her high school on April 28, 
2001. 


After Krystal was elected by her peers 

the Associated Press called her a “tuxedo-clad lesbian 
prom king” 

who forced the community of Ferndale 

into a muddy debate on diversity 

and caused the Reverend Fred Phelps to proclaim 

“there is a culture there that is wholly devoted 

to the proposition that it’s okay to be gay.” 


His words hurled like bricks that have been perfect for 
building walls. 


While some parents called it absurd to allow a lesbian 

to be prom king and hoped the school would 

set policies, make clear guidelines, develop rules 

to protect our children from 

this kind of embarrassment, the Reverend Phelps added 
mortar 

by declaring it is certainly “not okay to be gay,” 

that it would “destroy the life and damn the soul,” and he 
planned to 

protest at the graduation ceremony of those educated at 
Ferndale High. 
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But, at the prom— 

the queen embraces her brave king to the crumbling 
of brick walls ten-feet thick, 

and gazes out at her youthful subjects 

knowing it was their own majority of democratic votes 
that brought them all here to this point, 

to this stage where the bright lights 

of their public illuminate integrity, pimples and all, 
and adults of the community 

embarrass themselves in front of the children. 


Veronica Russell 
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The Tomboy 


From the memorial of Jessica Ordway 


Your dog roamed through 
The old grange hall 
Greeting each person, 
Asiftosay, thank you for being here 
For me today. 
She reminded me of how you lived. 
Touching each one lightly, 
For a moment, 
Not being particular about who they were 
To anyone else. 
The lofty building aired 
Of earth, 
And old wood, 
And sweet cattlegrass from miles around. 
The sounds of now, 
And then, 
Echoed through, as if cupped inside the 
midsummer breeze. 
Filled from wall to wall 
With confusion, 
With grief, 
And laughter, 
And love, 
Music I could scarcely hear. 
And I could see a little girl, 
With white blond hair, 
Twirling in her handmade dress, 
With dirty knees, 


Giggling as only little girls do, 


And smiling, Your perpetual smile. 


So lost. And so found. 
And then your dog 
Didn’t greet anyone anymore, 
She reminded me of 
how you lived. 


Savannah Reeves-Hulett 
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Still Young 


I feel ancient 

Like I have lived a hundred years 
Gained all I can 

Seen all I can see 

Visited every part of the world 


Then I stop 


I haven’t all the knowledge of the universe 
I haven’t seen all I can see 
And I have never left my home country 


For what I speak of 

Has nothing to do with physical being 
I watch people 

Listen to them 

I smile when they talk 

And I sit with them as they cry 

My heart is with all 

Every friend 

Every stranger 


But when I think I know a person 

They reveal something more 

Something I did not expect to find 

And there I go again 

‘I expect?’ 

the world will never open its doors to me 
it will never show me what I wish to see 
for it is closed 
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And only after we complete one part 
Are we allowed through the door 

To another realm 

Another something new 


And I realize 
I am still young 
With much to learn 


Jennifer Binkley 
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Fear of Fire 


Color floating on the breeze 
has caught my eye, a butterfly. 
And no, I may not try to run 
and capture her, I must not try! 


For if we touched the spell would break. 
She’d never fly again. 

And I would have to bear the blame 

for causing such an end. 


My love for her must be content 

to mark her flight among the trees 
and take my joy in watching as 

she dances on the sun warmed breeze. 


But oh! Such colors strike a flame 
that burns within my heart 

and fills me with a mindless lust 
to tear my world apart. 


For want of something I can’t have 
do I embrace the chance and run 
the risk of losing what I have 

for colors flashing in the sun? 


No. I stand here helplessly, 
imprisoned by desire 
to touch and hold the dancing flame 
yet, fearful of the fire. 

Bill Graffius 
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Heat 


The blond grass crackles like soft fire under my feet 
and the breeze bestows its dry heat and rich summer 
scents like a blessing. Bright “yellow-winger” grass- 


hoppers erupt from the sun-leeched ground, “click- 
click-clicking” their way to safety in the tangled 
brush of the fence line. Here, the path becomes dusty 


and well defined. Each footstep makes small clouds, 
like chalk dust pounded from an eraser. Sweat drips 
from my face as I walk, so I shake my head and offer 


back to the heat, some of the salty oblation it has 
demanded 

of my over-heated flesh. Ahead, through the undulating 

air of August, I can see the diamond sparkle of reflected 


light. My body is drawn irresistibly forward, and I 
begin to run. Legs joyously pumping, I burst through 


the trees that line the river and launch myself into the 


air as the thick green coolness of the Nehalem 
reaches... 
to engulf me. 


James Ricketts 
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AIl’s Quiet On the Western River 


On the last day of August 
small gusts of wind 

push remnants 

of morning mist, 

leaving streaked light 
like blue-green pennants 
along horizon’s rift, 

and a quiet river mirrors 
the azure gray flight 

of a pair of swifts. 


In summer’s fickle breeze, 
from Warrenton distance 
small whitecaps ridge 
miniature sailing boats 
passing under the bridge— 
seen like a child’s erector set 
stretched to float 

between play-house hills 
and stiff-brushed trees 
edging a silhouette shadow. 


The Columbia complains 

along greened rip-rap 

slapping small waved peaks 
from wakes of freighter-power, 
as speedboats race flat-splat 

on currents of blue-satin ribbon, 
and a deep chug-chug of trawler 
counterpoints seagull shrieks 
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repeating the beat of red-white planes— 
all percussion over still water. 


Black cormorants lift 

V wings, statue-still 

along parallel pilings 

and swallows flick and twit 
in flirting sunshine. 

I turn and raise my eyes, 
where tall spruce rise 

above calm and whirr, 

and together we watch the sky 
for wind and rain’s return— 
maybe tonight. 


Claudia Harper 
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Jeopardy, but Not Decisive 


Sometimes, between evening and dark, | find 

myself standing again at the kitchen door on Churchill 
Street 

counting the wooden uprights and white horizontal 

boards that carry the fence around, seeing grass 
straggling 

through; my eyes outline the shouldering shapes of lilacs 

bent in consultation over the abandoned sandbox where 

upended trucks, plastic spoons, and digging sticks mark 
the place 

till the play restarts. 


Over my head, in rowed beds upstairs, the children 
sleep. 

I picture the alignment of the single cots, feel and 
breathe 

the freshness of their washed bodies in blankets and 
sheltering 

sheets, another day gone, bad or good, no way to account 
for it 

that I know how, 

but it’s the orange-carmine blossoms and the long stout 
thorns, 

like fighting roosters’ spurs, on the Flowering Quince 
that puzzle me 

the most as my mind see-saws them back and forth, 

trying to equalize the two, the blossoms and 
the thorns—and, sometimes 

I think of Jesus. 

Anne Splane Phillips 
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Victory 


fear lurks beneath the cool 

stillness of your slate-colored 

eyes as you stare intently 

into my being with your ambivalent 
attitude of magnificence. 


You wait— 

for me to crumble 
You anticipate— 
the collapse 

of my soul 


I see you nervously 
searching my face for 

the weakness that somehow 
fuels 

your artificial strength 


a screaming silence fills 

the space between us where 
your determination meets my 
serenity and 


anxiety ferociously floods your vision 
as you collide with 
my newfound Strength. 


Jené Ricketts 
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Enough Is Enough: It’s Time for a Change 


The following story is meant to make you think 
about how you treat people. Not just now, but how you 
have treated them in the past and how you will treat 
them in the future. It is my hope that by the end of the 
story, you will agree with me and join me in saying that 
enough is enough. It is time for society to change its 
view of normal and its standards for popularity. Other- 
wise, the following could happen to someone just be- 
cause of their outward appearance. And so the story be- 
gins... 

I was brought into this world on a Sunday morm- 
ing in March; I was close to a month overdue. My fate 
was sealed that very day. Weighing in at an even 10 lbs, 
I was overweight and remained that way for many years 
to come. From the day I got home, I only gained more 
and more weight. 

Eventually my grade school years came along. I 
guess I lucked out, living in a small town there weren’t 
very many kids that lived in the area so I did have a few 
friends. So grade school was pretty good until the 5" 
grade came along. People started getting into what was 
cool and who was popular. Needless to say, I didn’t fit 
into the definition of normal so my friends who did van- 
ished and school really sucked. 

Now most people look at me and figure that it’s 
my fault that I’m fat. They figure that if he just got 
some exercise and stopped eating like a pig, he would be 
thin. Well, from as early as I can remember, I played in 
soccer, basketball, and baseball. On average I ate once 
or maybe twice a day, and they were usually small 
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meals. | guess my metabolism just wasn’t there. So af- 
ter years of playing sports and never losing any weight, I 
accepted the fact that I would always be overweight. 

Eventually, high school came along, and well, it 
sucked big time. The only time people talked to me was 
if they wanted something that I had. Usually a stick of 
gum or to bum a few bucks from me so that they could 
get lunch or get a pop out of the vending machine. It 
was my senior year when one of the more popular kids 
in my class committed suicide. This was by far a shock 
’ to me because I thought that my life sucked, and he com- 
mitted suicide. It was about this time in my life that I 
started to think about it. 

But after I graduated I figured that things would 
improve in college. And so I started college. Now after 
4 years I still find myself alone in a building filled with 
people. Even now, surrounded by adults, I see that out- 
ward appearances still determine whom people hang out 
with. So I sit alone in classrooms, in the hall, or down in 
the student lounge. Just like high school— I have come 
to realize that it sucks. 

But my college experience wasn’t a total waste 
of time; I have come to realize what I want to do with 
my life. Not to mention where I wish to end my life. It 
was on a class field trip. We were on our way back 
when I saw it. The sun was rising, and in the distance | 
saw a natural rock structure with a flat top. I knew when 
I saw the beauty of the site that it was there that my life 
would end. 
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Now don’t think of me as a coward, I have 
thought about the pros and cons of life. I figure the day 
will come when I get cancer, or have just had enough of 
living alone, an outcast because of my size. When that 
day comes, | will send letters to any friends that I might 
have thanking them for their friendships, next I will send 
letters to any living family members explaining to them 
why I have chosen to end my life, and a letter to the po- 
lice telling them where to find my body. As for any 
wealth that I may have acquired, my Will will have in- 
structions on how to take care of it. 

Now I can tell you that I never would have come 
to this realization if it were not for the people I consid- 
ered to be my friends. One in particular had to move re- 
cently, I gave up five weekends in a row to help him 
move into his new apartment, and in return he treated me 
like I was scum. It was then I realized that I don’t need 
friends; I don’t need anybody. You see, it doesn’t matter 
if | ever get married or if I ever go on a date. My life 
will not be defined by how many times I get lucky or if I 
never get lucky. 

My life will be defined by how I use it. Did I 
help people who were less fortunate, and did I use my 
money for purposes of greed or to help a child dying of 
cancer have some fun? My fate was sealed at birth, a 
life of hell determined by society’s norms. But it doesn’t 
mean that I can’t help prevent this from happening to 
other people. So I volunteer and when I am rich, I will 
donate money to help people who are indeed less fortu- 
nate. 
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I don’t want sympathy; I don’t want anything 
other than for the people who fit into the categories of 
being normal and popular to think about how they treat 
people who don’t fit into the categories. And don’t think 
about how you treat just fat people, but anyone who 
doesn’t fit into the categories for normal and popular. It 
might not be some fat guy that is found lying at the base 
of Table Top Rock; it could be a 245 pound man who 
just never fit in. So, in the future don’t look at people to 
see what they look like on the outside, but take the time 
to get to know them for who they are on the inside. 
Someday, this story could come true, and it could hap- 
pen to someone you know. 


Todd Norman 
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Mad Like Her 


Mom wouldn’t let us touch 

her new car. We laughed when she said she didn’t want to 
find 

evidence of our booger-picking little tentacles in potato chip 
grease 

on the perfect vinyl upholstery of the ledges 

where electric windows disappeared—but we knew she was 
serious. 


She was like this 

when she got her new dining room table, too. 

Write softly so you don’t leave marks. We couldn’t let food 

even think about drying on its mahogany finish while we 
goofed around 

too long in the kitchen at dish-duty time, or there would be 
trouble. 


Gran said she was the same way about us 

when we were new. We heard she was afraid 

to let anyone hold us: didn’t want to risk inexperienced hands 

harming our breakable bodies, kept her eye on us all the time 
and reminded 

everyone to be careful not to press on the soft spot. 
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What we couldn’t figure out 


is why she didn’t act the same way with her new husband. 
His hands 


were inexperienced, too. He loves you, just don’t make him 
mad, sounded like an accusation to 
young ears, so we tried: didn’t touch, didn’t press issues, 
didn’t leave a mark, but we were still afraid 
and mad 


just like her. 


Veronica Russell 
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Bailando Como Sombras 


Somos 

sombras bailando, 
oscilando 

a través de las paredes 
del tiempo; 

figuras bailando el tango 
enredadas 

como violines intimos 
actuando 

te amo 

desde que 

las rayas palidas del sol 
descoloraron 

nuestras pasiones agotadas, 
y nosotros, 
desaparecemos. 


Bruce M. Dustin 
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Shadow Dancing 


We’re 

shadows dancing, 
flickering 

across the walls 

of time; 

tangoing figures 
entangled 

like intimate violins 
performing 

I love you 

until the sun’s pale rays 
fade 

our exhausted 
passion, 

and we, 

we disappear. 


Bruce M. Dustin 
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La Estrella 


Bueno, ya no volvi, ya no padezco 
de no volver, se decidio la arena 

y como parte de ola y de pasaje, 
silaba de la sal, piojo del agua, 

yo, soberano, esclavo de la costa 
me someti, me encadené a mi roca. 
No hay albedrio para los que somos 
fragmento del asombro, 

no hay salida para este volver 

a uno mismo, a la piedra de uno mismo, 
ya no hay mas estrella que el mar. 


Pablo Neruda 


The Star/ La Estrella 


Well, I did not return yet, so I do not suffer 
by not returning, the sand decided 

and like part of the wave and the way, 
syllable of the salt, sand flea, 

I, master, enslaved by the coast 

I submit, I chained myself to my rock. 
There is no freedom for those of us that are 
fragments of amazement, 

there is no escape from this returning 

to oneself, to the rock that is myself, 

yet there is no more star than the sea. 


Pablo Neruda 
Translated by Bradley W. Green 
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Rising Above Mist 
Rising above mist 


Remnants of Ancient Mountains 
Eroded with time. 


Karena Johnson 


Dragonfly Haiku 
Death on stained-glass wings 


Darting needle of beauty 
Whiplash summer drone. 


Gary Cooper 


Keeping Family Secrets 


That day the circus came to our town 
Is a day I’ll never forget! 

The circus parade was led by a clown 
On an elephant straight from Tibet! 


Prancing white horses pulled carts down the street 
To the tune the calliope played. 

I thought it was neat how they danced with their feet 
And the music their harness bells made! 


Next came some lions in cages on wheels 

An ox pulled a wagon that held a wild bear. 

They snapped and they snarled as they tore at their 
meals! 

Mom grabbed my hand “cause that gave her a scare!” 


Some jugglers and tumblers and giants on stilts 
Piled out of a car made for one! 

A clown waved a gun with a flag that read “bang!” 
That day we were having great fun! 


Confetti was sprayed on the crowd by clowns 
Wearing shoes too big for their feet. 

The last clown carried a bucket and broom 

To clean up the mounds the animals dropped on the 
street. 
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Now what happened next put my nerves to the test 
(It’s what family legends are made of). 
Mom slipped off her shoes and hiked up her dress 


Now here comes the part that I liked the best: 


The day that went bad quickly got worse 
As Mom raced ahead of the sweeper 
She opened her over-sized tapestry purse 
And scooped up an elephant bleeper! 


‘What could you possibly want with a bleeper?” 
I cried (afraid to be with her). 

With a mad scientist grin and a glint in her eye 
She whispered, “This one’s a keeper!” 


“To secrecy swear! You must never tell!” 
Mom solemnly made a long face. 

“We'll spread elephant dung all over the seeds 
So my plants will come in First Place!” 

Mom’s tomatoes were judged the BEST! 

She used the Best Fertilizer. 

The Roseburg Ladies Home Garden Club folks 
Were never made any the wiser. 


Some fifty-odd years have come and flown 
Since the circus came to our town. 

No greater tomatoes have ever been grown 
Since Mom raced ahead of that clown. 
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And I’ve kept her secret. I’ve told no lies. 

I have never told how Mom won First Prize! 
For tomatoes she grew to elephant-size 
With a secret she called elephant pies! 


Oh! Oh! I think I just told you guys! 
Can you keep our family secret? 


Janet Willener 


65 


I’m Goin’ Ta Italy 


I’m goin’ ta Italy 

You ain’t goin’ wid me. 

I'll send youse a postcard 
From Roma, Verona —Capri! 
YOU AIN’T GOIN’ WID ME 
NO WAY! 


I’m goin’ ta Italy 

You ain’t goin’ wid me. 

Pll send youse from Pisa 

A shaker fer cheeza. 

YOU AIN’T GOIN’ WID ME 
NO WAY! 


I’m goin’ ta Italy 

You ain’t goin’ wid me. 

Da sunshine 1s callin’ 

Shut-up wid yer bawlin’! 
YOU AIN’T GOIN’ WID ME 
NO WAY! 


I’m goin’ ta Italy 

You ain’t goin’ wid me! 

Quit clingin’! Quit beggin’! 
Let goah my leg! 

YOU AIN’T GOIN’ WID ME 
NO WAY! 


(Little Sister accompanied Big Sister 
to Italy in March of 2001) 


Janet Willener 
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Enchanting 


The instant I saw you I knew I 
had to have you. 

Looking into your eyes made me 
love you even more. You did not 
come to me so I stretched out 

to help you...cradling you to me. 
Our hearts seemed to be 
simultaneous in this lasting love. 
If I could take pen in hand I could 
not explain how much I love you. 
My hands caressing you as I 
clean the dirt from your beige 
jacket, turn off the water and 

put you into the microwave, 

and punch the button for one 
baked potato. 


Mary Lou Newell 
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Dancing Pants 


The blue cotton panties 
and the white cotton briefs 
dance 

in the warm air 

of the heat vent, swing, 
back and forth, up and down, 
on the drying rack bars. 
Perpetual motion 

in the nether regions, 
tireless. 

Don’t their owners wish 
their pants would always 
dance like that, 

at the mere lick 

of hot breath? 


Robert Michael Pyle 
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Waiting 


The cat sleeps on the overturned chair beside me. 
My books surround me. 

On the computer stand before me, 

The monitor glows. 


Outside, a squalling coastal rain batters the shed room. 
No people walk the street today; cars have stopped. 


There was nothing in the mail, no phone calls. 
Chores completed, I sit, like some idle fax machine, 
Awaiting an in-coming message, a poem or a story. 
On the TV across from me, 

the Easter plant, brought in for winter, 

Continues to grow, unmoving and silent. 

The cat sleeps. I wait. And the storm batters, 


unrelenting. 


Frank Miller 
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Ode To an English Teacher 


Words of ages before our eyes, 
Thoughts and dreams materialize 
Wisdom, passion, written with grace 
Would leave this world without a trace 
Were it not for he who before us stands 
With the poetry of ages in his hands. 


You are the keeper of the muse. 
Torchbearer of good and bad news. 
History of Man’s searching quest 
Seeing the bad and the best. 

All the things we see and do. 
Recorded in the book held by you. 


Teach us well teacher of dreams 

Show us man’s heart, passions, and schemes 
Let me review, consider, debate 

Then decide, determine, and deliberate. 


The passion is of heart, the wisdom of ages 
All within reach to take from your hand 


Perhaps to show others or enjoy within 
All that has happened and will happen again. 


Jayme Toyas 
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Samuel S. Suk, M.D. 
Tammy Cummings 
Nancy and Richard Hoffman 
Dr. Diane Tomar 
Richard W. Pearson 
Steven and Erin Estes 
Jeff Jackson, Sr. 
Bank of Astoria 
Nick and Teena Toyas 
Mary Merrill 
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Rain 2002 Staff 


Dr. Julie Brown 
Brenda Pierce 
Janet Willener 
Jené Ricketts 
Jennifer Binkley 
Toate enya a (exe kexe) 
Savannah Reeves 
Kelly Rai Phillips 
Tamala Jackson 
Julie Fitzpatrick 
Capitola Prahl 
Toni Berkshire 
Ember Hood 
Gary Cooper 
Jessica Leach 


Krisi Turner 


Fritha Davern 
Patricia Wood 
Todd Norman 
Jane Van Deusen 
Kierah Hilton 
Jonathan Elliot 
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Amber Hooton 
Asche Lorenz 
Cinda Cordero 
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Jennifer Schley 
Sarah Knippa 
Emily Johnson 
Jackie Harwood 


Michelle McCoubrey 


